FRIENDSHIP, 
By P. B. West. 

True friendship. wealth can never gain, 
Nor cold politeness. can sustain, 

Its warm emotions will not brook 

The dull reply the careless look, 

That dull reply will wound the heart + 

And bid its kindling joys depart, 
.'Lhough well feign’d friendship’s winsome smile 
Burdened with guilt may seek the while 

To pass as current, yet the thought 

Of yain deceit, has misery wrought: 

Do kindred hearts their loves repel 

And in continued discord dwell; j 

Or do their minds in concert moy ¢, 

In unison, their works of love, 

For cach and other’s, whether bless’d 

With wealth and power, or sore distress’d ; 
No bounds has friendship, all its care 

Is duty, conscience metegits share, 


